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	1. Chapter 1

Chapter one

I once believed there was a point in our evolution where we truly stopped moving forwards, a limit that we reached so we could not evolve into anything more than we already were. Many things in life have some sort of wiggle room, some space around the edges where something can grow just a little bit more as and when it needs to and still be comfortable. But everything has its end date and everything has it extinction, the human race should not be able to come back from its extinction event, not from this. There wasn't any wiggle room to help us against this new breed of evil. This cannibalistic, milky eyed, mindless form of damnation. Of all of this I was certain, unswayed and stubborn on the notion that life would never be the same, that would we just have to live day to day, fight off the flesh eating monsters and try not to kill too many of our own kind along the way. Not once did I toy with the concept that tall walls, security and normalcy was out there and obtainable, not until I saw it right in front of me in the form of Alexandria.

The sky shone with the first light of day, sending out streaks of gold along the dirty suburban road. Everything seemed to be dipped in a sort of yellow haze as dawn finally arrived, all that could be heard was the tweeting of birds and the faint noise of reanimated corpses gurgling and loitering outside the settlement walls. Daryl stubbed out his cigarette on the porch floor with the heel of his boot and let out a frustrated grunt at the lack of noise he was hearing around him. He was told to be up at dawn along with the rest of the people going out on the supply run today, but even after chain smoking his last two cigarettes whilst he waited he couldn't hear anyone rising from the house behind him. Usually Rick would have been there with him, waiting for everyone to rise from their slumbers and start getting ready to head out, but after he finally sacked up and made a move on Michonne he'd been sleeping in more. He supposed he couldn't blame him, it was a long time coming and he deserved to have someone close to him after everything he had been through. After everything they had been through. But he was starting to get antsy sitting on his ass smoking for too long, he wanted to get out from behind these walls and take out some of his pent up frustrations. It's not that he didn't want to be in the safe zone, but staying in one place and not fighting all the time made him feel stagnant and he needed to stretch his legs a bit.

"Oh, you're up" He heard from behind him, startling him a bit as he was pulled away from his own thoughts

"Been out here forever man, ready ta get movin'?"

Rick looked a bit out of it when he first walked out but after hearing Daryl mention the supply run he quickly snapped into leader Rick mode, putting his hands on his hips and nodding his head.

"Yeah, already told Abe and Aaron to meet us at the car, they're just packing up some food for the road"

Daryl shook his head and grunted something to himself before shouldering his crossbow and making his way down the porch steps

"Fine, but if he gets 'imself hurt don't think i'll be saving his ass"

He walked up to the car and shoved his bow in the front seat window before leaning up against it just in time to see Abe and Aaron walking towards him with bags slung over each of their shoulders. It wasn't that he didn't like Aaron, quite the opposite actually. He found the man to be kind and sympathetic as well as extremely generous, hell he invited Daryl to eat with him and his partner a few days after he got here, he was a good guy. But good guys weren't often fighters and the last thing he wanted was for Aaron to be the casualty of a simple run gone bad. Abe nodded at him in greeting and smirked around the cigar that was as usual stuffed between his lips

"Ready to go feed the people?" he asked throwing his pack in the back seat much like Daryl had

"Hell ya"

Rick made his way over not long after and got into the driver's seat finally joining the rest of them. His clothes slightly more disheveled than he had been not five minutes prior and a much calmer look was settling on his face.

"Judging by the look of you, you got a little more than a simple goodbye from Michonne if you get my meaning" Abe laughed from the back seat, stretching his arms behind him and smirking at Rick's appearance. He chuckled and rubbed a hand across his stubble, most probably thinking back to what he was doing before he came out to join us

"Okay, you guys ready?" He finally said, ignoring Abraham's comment and looking at all of them for confirmation. The car started with a rumble and they were off towards the gate, nodding at Sasha on watch and then off down the road to their first stop.

"Hardly enough here to feed half of us, but it'll have to do" Rick said looking at the tins strewn out on the floor of the grocery store. Winter was just about coming to a close and they were running out of previsions to keep them going until seeds could be planted in the warmer months. They only had half the car full of different things they had picked up today, half of which being clothes, blankets and other non necessities. They needed to find food fast, Daryl was hoping that they would get lucky this time around and find a large stock of it somewhere. They would just have to keep rations tight until the crops started to grow again.

"Come on, let's get back to the car and get going"

The car was hidden away in the brush of the woodland surrounding the small town, covered by branches and leaves to avoid being spotted by anyone who might have been out there looking for an easy ride. After so long of surviving in this world they learned to be careful with everything that they had and weren't going to take any chances that would get them screwed in some way or another. Daryl led them out of the shop and across the dusty road towards where they had left their vehicle with Rick, Aaron and Abe following closely behind him, the latter insisting on Aaron being in the middle of them, just in case. They walked a small distance under the leafy canopy until came to the familiar clearing only to find something amiss.

"The trunk is open" Aaron stated, walking up to the car, that now had considerably less branches and leaves covering it.

"You've gotta be kidding me" Daryl grunted walking up with him and looking in the boot of the car to see if anything was missing

Most of it was still there but the pack they stuffed the sparse amount of medication they found was open and strewn out across the floor of the boot and on the mossy growth underneath their feet.

"Don't look like much is missing, just some meds" He said, picking up one of the bottles and looking around

"We're not alone here" Rick said promptly putting his hand on the python tucked into his waistband.

With that a crunching noise sounded from above them, to quite to pinpoint. They were all alert in seconds, raising their weapons and looking all about them, trying to find the source of the noise. The tension was evident in the air as they stood in silence, listening out for anything that could indicate where the intruder was hiding.

_**Thump! **_

"Ah!"

They all whipped their heads around looking behind them to find a large hunting knife being pressed to Aaron's throat by the assailant.

"Well mother dick" Abraham's voice cut through the air

It was a girl. Breathing hard and sweating while holding her forearm across the young man's chest. Her eyes were wild, shifting between the men and their weapons frantically. She looked panicked, like a feral animal caught in a trap and waiting to be attacked.

"Let 'im go or i'll stomp your ass" Daryl hissed, looking down the length of his crossbow and into her eyes. Her gaze shifted over to him and smirked pressing the knife closer to Aaron's jugular. Everyone's grip on their weapons tightened, aiming steadily at the girls form ready to shoot at a moment's notice.

"Is that all the medicine you have?" She grunted, nodding over to the car that she had already ransacked

They all stared at her, shocked at the soft accent flowing from someone who was obviously very feral in that moment. Rick stepped forward, raising his hands in a submissive fashion as to calm her down. Daryl stared at him confused and annoyed, this bitch had their friend by knife point and he was letting his guard down?

"That's all we have with us, now if you would just let our friend go we can be on our way"

She looked at him and then towards the car desperately. Just as soon as the look in her eyes softened they hardened once again, going back to the manic glint they had previously.

"You're lying" She sneered, staring into Rick's eyes her own twitching as he attempted to move forward "You have more, I know you do"

Aaron was squirming now against the woman's grip, panic stricken over his face as he started to sweat.

"I'm not lying to you, supplies are running low these days"

She chucked then, switching her grip until her knife was being pressed to Aaron's cheek looking down at him sneering

"You don't think I know that. Four guys like you must have robbed loads of camps by now, you seem a lot better off than anyone else I've came across. Either that or you have a nice little community somewhere out there waiting for you"

They all stayed silent, looking her dead in the face and unfaltering, not wanting to give away anything about Alexandria.

"Clothes for women children and men in that car, must be pretty big I'll bet, stocked full of meds that you don't even need"

"We need everything we've got, I'm sorry" Rick said in a calm voice, trying to reason with the women

Aaron was completely fear stricken at this point, looking around frantically at his friends, pleading with them to say something to help him out of the girl's grip. Minutes seemed to pass by until suddenly a voice sounded out between them, cutting the staring contest short

"We have a settlement!" Aaron yelled out

Rick's head dipped to the floor in disappointment as Aaron started rambling about giving her meds if she left them alone.

"It's not that far from here, you can take what you need and leave"

Daryl started pacing then but before he could give everyone a piece of his mind, the tale tell sound of gurgling was heard all about them. Their heads whipped up and the girl released Aaron in shock. They were surrounded.

**Authors note:**

**Hey everyone! This is my first time posting on here as well as my first time writing a Walking Dead fic. Hopefully that doesn't show too much in my work, but I hope that at least someone is interested in how this story goes! I know the chapter is a little short at the moment, so will the next one. But I will get better at making them longer in the future, I just need to wrap my head around what a good length for a chapter would be. This will be a Daryl/OC story, and a bit of a slow burn so hang in there! Hopefully you are intrigued by my OC and want to see more of her. I would love it if you took time to review this and tell me what you think about it, and if I should keep it going :) -Laura**


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter two

"Shit"

Through the trees she could just about see the amount of undead that had surrounded them, at least 25 of them were just about to be on top of the small group and they were clearly outnumbered. It was good that she had bumped into these people, if you could call threatening bumping into but hey she didn't really have much of a choice nowadays. If she was on her own she would have been screwed, she could maybe take on ten by herself but any more than that and she would have become a nice little snack for the bastards. Her green eyes darted around scanning the area to see where the others were stationed, covering each others backs seemed to be the little groups plan of action. Smart, at least they wouldn't slow her down.

With a flick of the wrist she pulled the machete off of her back and stepped towards the incoming dead readying her attack before she pounced sliding her sharp blade down into mushy brains and flesh. Her technique was almost that of a dancer, dodging attacks and grabby hands then sliding her knife to the hilt into their soft skulls. The others seemed to jump to life in that moment, starting to help her make a dent in the swarm. They were slowly becoming overwhelmed, the horde seeming to favor going for the four men instead of her, the one she had held hostage before had three on him at once and she could see him faltering. She could have just jumped in the car at the first sign of trouble, she knew how to hot wire and they had enough in there to last a little while. So why didn't she? Maybe after all this time she did have a shred of humanity left. Her eyes darted to the young man again after yanking her blade from a lurkers eye and she grunted. Damn her humanity.

She darted across the clearing towards him, dodging the mouths of the dead and kicking several of them to the ground. Just as she reached him he was holding back one of them whilst the others advanced on him, seconds away from tasting his flesh. Her blade nearly touched his nose from how far she shoved it into the face of the fat guy that was on him and his eyes went wide. Quickly she dispatched the other two that were advancing and focused on the rest of the men. They were all becoming over powered, they had to move and fast.

"To the car, quick!" She yelled over to the men, whilst grabbing the hand of the one she just saved and pulling him along towards the car. Slashing her machete through the skulls of anything that got in her way she quickly brought them closer and closer to safety. When they got there the other men we already climbing into the car, she let go of the man's hand and turned towards the advancing mob. Taking her stance she sneered at the half ripped off face of the lurker stumbling towards her with the sound of her heart beating loudly in her ears. Undead gurgling, Blood pumping, heavy breathing and the sound of a car door clicking open.

"Come and get me you ugly son of a-"

A strong hand wrapped around her bicep and pulled her downwards, her butt hitting the soft seat of the car. Before she had time to register what was happening the car was speeding out of there, the dead getting smaller and smaller as they put distance between them.

"Are you crazy? You couldn't have taken them on by yourself, you would have been killed!" The brown haired man yelled from the front seat of the car, looking behind at her panting. She was squeezed between the door and the huge ginger haired man, who she guessed was the one that pulled her into the car.

"Can you hear me, you could have died!"

The man was clearly frustrated by her lack of care when it came to her own safety, it was confusing to say the least.

"I try to steal from you, hold a knife up to one of your friends throat and you are concerned for my safety?" she chuckled "I don't think I'm the crazy one here"

"I agree with the chick, I say we throw her t'the curb" The man in the passenger seat sneers

She could tell he's pissed that she was there with them after what she had did and she couldn't blame him. If a random person had jumped out of a tree and did what she had to someone she cared about, let's just say she would had an interesting new piece of jewelry wrapped around her neck in the shape of their lower intestine.

"You heard the man" She said, looking out the window at the scenery going past. If she got out soon she could camp up in a tree tonight then in the morning try and find some place to hold up until it got a bit warmer out.

It was quiet for a while, the man in the front was obviously considering what to do with her. She really hoped they wouldn't try anything before they dropped her off, she really didn't want to add any more names to the list of people she had killed. She was trying to keep it below ten and if she carried on the way she was going that wouldn't be possible.

"You saved me, why?"

She turned her head towards the source of the question and found the young man looking at her with a quizzical expression on his face.

She paused for a while, thinking about why she had bothered helping him. Was it because she believed she needed to hold on to her humanity? No, that had gone a long time ago and good riddance to it. Was it because couldn't live with herself if she didn't? She had done a lot of killing at this point and although it wasn't like she was nightmare and PTSD free she was still alive and kicking, so it wasn't that.

"Because you needed saving" It was a simple answer, but a true one. There was no use going into philosophical answers about why she felt compelled to save the man, she simply did it because she didn't want to let something happen to another person when it was in her power to help them.

The atmosphere in the car changed after her answer was out in the air, it seemed a lot more calm and a lot less like someone was going to start throwing punches. She sighed and looked towards the man at the front, who she found was now staring at her in the rear view mirror. When their eyes locked she held his gaze for a second before he looked out towards the road with a contemplating look.

"How many walkers have you killed?" He asked his eyes still on the road

"Christ.."

"Daryl, I've gotta" Her face screwed up in confusion as she pondered what he was asking her, this was a little strange for just idle chit chat.

"Why?"

"Just answer the damn question" The man whose name was apparently Daryl sneered from the passenger seat. It wasn't like she kept a tally, anyone living in this world would have killed hundreds, maybe thousands by now and if they hadn't they were probably hauled up in a bunker somewhere eating dehydrated food and drinking their own piss water.

"Hundreds, I dunno I don't keep count anymore"

He nodded his head, seeming to have expected that answer from her in the first pace, he looked back at her again.

"How many people have you killed?"

Now that one was a little bit more tricky, although unlike the last question she knew the answer, but it wasn't something she wanted to divulge to a group of strangers.

"Seven" Lie. "I've killed seven people" She could guess the next question before he even said it and shook her head.

"Why? Three were because I was practically begged to, people always think that they can sack up and bite the bullet when the time comes but more often than not they can't. Once the fever takes over it's not like you can do much anyway, let alone lift a gun"

"And the others?" he asked curiously

"Being a young women in this kind of world isn't exactly forgiving, some men will go to great lengths to get their dicks wet, I did what I had to" They all seemed to simultaneously cringe at her crude wording and she chuckled darkly.

"It's the way the world is, you either adapt or it eats you alive" the large man from beside her nodded his head and looked towards her smiling in agreement

"You really are something aren't ya? What's your name?"

She paused for a second, not really wanting to tell these strangers her name. From the look of the men's faces and the seemingly routine questioning she guessed she was being taken back to their settlement with them, which meant food and more importantly medicine. Something she really couldn't afford to pass up.

"Eve" she whispered the name sounding foreign on her tongue "My names Eve"

**Authors note:**
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	3. Chapter 3

Chapter Three

The ride was pretty silent after the interaction with the odd woman mostly due to no one really knowing what to say in the situation. Daryl would have kept his mouth shut either way, he wasn't happy with what was going down, not in the slightest. This girl had practically fallen fherrom the sky and threatened them, threatened his family, and now they were just going to take her back to Alexandria? Scoffing he looked out the window, she would probably slit everyone's throats in their sleep and make off with half of their medical supplies. He would have to keep an eye on her, make sure she wasn't planning anything stupid, and when he finds out she is he can kick her to the curb like they should have if the first place. He glanced at the wing mirror to see what her face was reading. She looked utterly indifferent to everything that was happening, so reserved and withdrawn. Not like they had looked when they were out in the wild at all, his group were something more close to feral. Her hair was all pulled back into a beanie hat, so that only one piece fell down on her face. It made her look strange, like some kind of old timey robber, all she would need now was a black and white jumper instead of a leather jacket. He didn't change his sights when her cool gaze met his, just narrowed his eyes when she raised a dark eyebrow at him.

"Okay, we're here" Rick said pulling up to the gates and waiting for Eugene to open them. As soon as they got inside Rick stopped the engine and stepped out of the car, going to walk around to where 'Eve' was sat. Daryl got out his side and stood next to the former cop settling his eyes on her once more. Once she joined them outside he got a much better look at her. She was dirty, like very dirty, more dirty than he was most of the time and that was saying something. Her face and clothes were stained with walker guts and dirt, her thick leather jacket worn in well and tinged red with dried blood.

"I'm going to need you to hand over all your weapons" Her eyes narrowed at Rick's request

"How do I know you're not going to change your minds and kill me?" She asked jaw clenched

"You can keep one knife on you, just incase, the rest of your weapons will go in the armory until we can trust you. We're not going to kill you, but we can't have you walking around our people armed to the teeth"

Sighing she reached into her waistband, drawing out two large hunting knifes and passed them to Rick. He raised an eyebrow as she stopped and shrugged at him

"Look, I don't have all day"

Rolling her eyes she drew out the rest of her weapons, including two guns, several more large knives as well as a shiney set of throwing knives and a large machete that still needed to be cleaned from earlier.

She wiped the blade on her camo clad leg before passing it over. Daryl raised an eyebrow at the amount of knives she kept on her person and she shrugged smirking up at him seemingly reading his mind.

"I like knives"

He grunted and took in her almost crazed looking smile before turning on his heel and letting Rick and Abe deal with the strange girl. He had enough of her crazed smile and dead eyes for one day, he had to tell the rest of the group about her before she was introduced.

He walked up to the shared house as Carol was stepping out of the door.

"How did the run go?" She asked smiling at him. He went to take a cigarette out of his pocket only to remember he had chain smoked the last of his pack that morning. Carol dug into her back pocket to reveal a pack of her own and passed one to him

"When did you start smoking?"

"When did you start avoiding questions?"

He smirked at her and lit the cancer stick, leaning his body against the porch railing.

"Got ambushed by this chick, held Aaron by knife point, Rick brought her back here"

She looked at him confused and then shifted her eyes to where Rick was standing by the gate with whom she guessed was the girl

"Why did he do that for?" She asked

"Girl helped us when we got overrun, dead was everywhere. She saved 'im"

"Rick?"

"No, Aaron"

She nodded her head slowly, understanding what went down and then shrugged her shoulders.

"One woman can't take all of us, she's probably harmless, but we might want to keep an eye out just in case it blows up in Rick's face"

He liked that carol was always so cautious nowadays, it balanced out some of Ricks and his more reckless tendencies nicely.

"Already got that, was going to be her shadow for a while, make sure she's not planning anything." He stubbed out his cigarette and adjusted his crossbow on his back "thanks for the smoke".

He walked back inside and settled on the sofa, cleaning his crossbow of all the blood and gore from before. He needed time to think about what his plan of action would be, he needed to talk to her, to gauge what she was really like. He was never that good at first judgements but he could tell when someone was bad news. She wasn't giving off a vibe like that but she still put his teeth on edge and raised his hackles a bit. He placed his crossbow on the table and stood up from his seat to see where Rick had gotten to.

**Authors note: **
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End file.
